The T#o Noble Ktafmn. 

Emil. The Sun grows high,lc&s walk in,kcep thefe fiowati; 
Week fee how neere Art can come neere their colours; 

I am wondrous merry hearted, I could laugh now. 

Worn. I could lie dowse I am fure. 

Emil, And take one with you? 

Worn. That’s as we bargaine Madam, 

JLmU Well, agree then. 

Exeunt Emilia and wmm, 

Td. What think you of this beauty ? 

Art. Tisarareonc. 

Pd. Is’tbutarare ©ne? 

Are. Yes a matchles beauty , 

Pd. Might not a man well lofc himfelfe and lovelier? 
Are. I cannot tell what you have done,! have, 
Befhrew mine *yes for’t,now I feele my Shackles. 

Pal, You love her then? 

Arc. Who would not? 

Pd. And defire her? 

<zArc. Be fore my liberty. 

Pd. I law her firfi. 

Arc, That's nothing 
Pd. But it fiiail be. 

Arc, Ifawhertoo. 

Pd: Yes, but you muft not love her. 
zsfre. I will not as you doejto worlhip her ; 

As (he is heavenly, and a bleffed Goddes; 

(\ love her as a woman, to enjoy her) 

So both may love. 
pd. You fhall not love at all. 

Arc. Not love at all. J 

Who (hall deny me? 

pd. I that firft faw her ; I that took pofleffion 
Fitft with mine eye of all tbofe beauties 
In her reveald to mankindcr if thou lou’ft her. 

Or entertain’ft a hope to blaft my wifher, 

Thou art a Ttaytour Artite and a fellow 

Fallc as thy Title to her: friendlhip, blood 

And all the tycs between? usl difelaime j 
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if thou once think upon her, 

. -Arc, Yes I love her, 

' An d if the lives of all my name lay on it, 
l m uft doe fo, I love her with my fouic, 

Tf that will lofe ye/arewell Palam*n, 

I fay 3gaine,I love, and in loving her mamtaine 
I am as worthy, and as free a lover 
And have as juft a title to her beauty 
As any Pdamou or any living 

Thar is a mans Sonne. 

Pd. Have I cald thee Friend? 

Arc. Yes,and have found me fo;why are you mov d thus r 
Let me deale coldly with you,am not I 
Part of you blood, part of your foule? you have told nac 
pat I was TaUmon, and you were Arctic. 

Id. Yes. ' .. 

Arc. Am (lo t I liable to thofe affbaions, 

Thofe joyes,greif«s,angers,feares,my friend lhaH lutteir 
<Pd. Ye may be. 

Arc , Why then would you dcale lo cunningly, 

So flrangely,fo vnlike a noble kinefman 
To love alone ? fpeake trueiy, doe you thinkc me 
Ynworthy of her fight r 
Pd. No; but unjuft, 
jfthou purfue that fight. 

Arc. Becaule an other 
Firft fees the Enemy, {hall I ftand ftiU 
And let mine honour downe, and never charge t 
Pd. Yes, if he be but one. 

Arc. But fay that one 
Had rather combat me ? 

Id. Let that one fay fo, 

And ufe thy freedotne ; els if thou purfueft her. 

Be as that curfcd man that hates his Country, 

A branded villaioe. 

Aac. You arc mad. 

PaI. I muft be. 

pi thou art worthy, Areitejt eonseraes wfit . 
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